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Advertiſement. 


\ HE Editor of theſe Detached Scenes 
(the whole of which, except three or 
four of the Songs, were begun. and finiſhed 
in five Days) humbly preſents them to an in- 
dulgent Public, in hopes of their excuſing the 
many Errors with which fo haſty a Perfor- 
mance muſt inevitably abound.---Conſcious 
of a Deficiency in point of that critical Merit 
required in Dramatic Performances, his ut- 
moſt wiſh will be accomplithed, ſhould the 
Iue Naval Review at Portſmouth have en- 
abled him to. furniſh even the temporary 
Amuſement of a leiſure Hour. 
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{Bell rings for the muſic to ſtop. A ſhort filence en- 
ſues; then a man, with a book in his hand, ſuppo- 
ſed to be the Prompter, rune upon the ſtage, after 
Mr. #/e/lon has been called upon two or three times 


« 


behind the Scenes. ] 
MA M. 
N Weſton, Me. Weſton! 
| 1 -D [Mr. Weſton anſwers behind the curtain. 
I'm coming, I tell you. Don't make ſuch a rout. 
MAN. [Runniagabouthe ſtage] 
Mr. Weſton, Mr. Wejlon ! | , | ö 
4 | [Mr. Weſton, pulling the curtain back, meets him. 
En here. Don't you fee me? What's all this about 
1 M A N. | 
The Prologue is wanted. ; 
WESTON. 
It is ſo, I grant it. 
So here, take the Proligue, and now you don't want it, 
[Gives the Man a ſheet of paper, and is going. 
„ 5 | 
But, Sir,-Who's to ſpeak it? | 
OE. WESTON. 


PROT . 


WESTON. ; 
I-03 To ſpeak it,—why,—who? 
O aft Mr. Foote, Friend. . EY 


MiA Nj tf 4 
He ſays, Sir, 'tis you, 


WESTON, 

He's miflnken, for once, I will venture ie /ay, 
Tit a ſerious affair, and quite out of my wny : 
Sentimental, patbetical, tender, nffefing, 

- Fuſt like his laf! piece and bis new way of acting. 


2 - ASD | M A N. 11 L 
Your ſpeaking, I'm ſure, Sir, would give it ſuch 


grace.— 


| WESTON. 

It wou'd ; -u who'll give me a tragedy face f— © 
1 tell you, I neither like whining nor ranting, . 
The proanings and tonings of tragedy canting ; 

Te figh, and to ſtrut, and ts flart, and to flare, | 
My arms throw alout, up and down, here and there; 
Kick my trgin in a pet, and with paſſionate rumble, ; 

Male ſun, moon, and flars, alombaſtical junble; 
Till quite out of breath with heroical ſwagger, 

T he poiſon bowl enters, or poliſh'd tin dugger: 

Then quivering 1 fall, or in ſimile die. | | 
So, ſo, or as if, or as when, or as why, : 0 

Ti, ti, tum, Ti, ti, tun, Tum, tum, tum, Ti, ti, 


2 M A N. 
But, Sir, 
WESTON, 


| . I don't like it, —that's all Pwe to ſay, 
So pray lake yourſelf and the Prologue away, 


| [Exit Max, leaving WesToNn.] 


Se 


r u O L. o A 


Fe now an ſolus, that is, I'm alone, 

Suppoſe I [Bould try at a ſpeech of my ewn— 

An extempore Prologue — The fancy is new— 

With your leaves, you ſball judge what Tom Weſton 
can do.— 


Once on a time, thy twas in Shakeſpear's days, 

Nature and common ſenſe embelliſh'd plays; 
Before li Enęliſb bun ou turn'd buffoon, 
And lng e'er Op'ras put wit out of tune. 
In that ſa ue time, folks did not think by rules, 
But as they felt, they fpake—Our fathers were no fools. 
Their ſong was, Mirth, admit me of your crew; 1 
But that's all ol4-—tis'n't the thin. do, | 
The ton is now, — we mult have ſomething new. i 
New fights we're had, new grandilluminations, 
With Jubilees, and trips, and inſtallations — 

We have a trip to night, to ſbew ſome ſhipping ; 
Suppoſe the author is to night cauebt tripping ? 
Theſe ſame play: jolbers, thourh it is ſurtriſing. ; 
Will always ſend me on, apologizing. The 
Thus they come ver me : Weſton, you're a ſoul! 

Do ſpeak my Prologue—you're ſo dry and drotl. 
1 muſt go on ben m ſerv'd ſo this night, 

As. common bail for what bad Poets write. © 

If —but I hope no. F we're brou7ht to ſhame, 
Tf you the Author, or the Actors blame, 
May we in ne requeſt, good Sirs, be friended, 
Pra; don't give ſentence till the piece is ended. 
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Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


M E N. 
Buck, Mr. Weſton. 
Tou BowLinG, Mr. Banniſter. 
vir FLimstEy Nervous, Mr. Caſtle. 
OIMPSON, Mr. Du Bellamy. 
'' SNEER, - Mr. aer, 
Old Ix RLE, Mr. Fearon. 
Young InxL Ee, Mr. Le Maſh. 
Hearty, Mr, Ward. 
FRENCHMAN, Mr. Bolton. 
Laird of Locuizi, Mr. Hamilton. 
LanDLORD, Mr. Lloyd. 
Wäalrex, Mr. Hutton. 
Second Sa1ILRx, Mr. Follet. 
GROANLx, Mr. Pearce. 


CoUunTRYMEN, SaiLons, and SERVANTS, by the 


reſt of the Performers. 


WOMEN. 
Miſs FLIRT, Miſs Craven. 
Lady LchI EL, Mrs. Fearon. 
Karrv, Miſs Wilde. 
LaN DLA DV, ä Miſs Platt. 
Donxor Rx, Mrs. Weſton. 
Nax, | Mrs. Palmer. 
CiCELY, Miſs Atkinſoa. 


A 


TRIP to PORTSMOUTH. 


SCENE I. A Landſcate. 

{ A Noiſe bebind- Enter Poſtillion running acroſs the flage- 
a fine dreſs Gentleman, but much debilitated, purſu- 
' ing him, his name Sir Flimſey Nervous, who refl upon 
his flick in the middle of the lage, quite out of breath.] 

| Sir Flimfey. | 
| OU ſcoundrel, if I could catch you, you dog, 
lf \ I wou'd break every bone in your ſkin, you raſ- 
cal; not to look after the lynch · pin, but let the 
wheel come off, and overturn us within a few yards of 
a pond, Suppoſe my Lady ſhould miſcarry. What re- 
+" ha, you dog? what reparation could you make 
me | 
Pofl. Indeed, your honour 


- 


Sir Flim. Don't anſwer me a ſingle ſyllable, ſirrah, 


Heft I beat you to atoms, you dog. c | 
LEE. { Shak es dis i oH headed thin bamboo at bi m.] 
Enter Miſs FLIRT. 


MV Flirt. My dear Sir Flimſey, how can you pu: 


yourſelf into ſuch a paſſion? It was none of the poor 


tellow's fault. | 
Pol. No, indeed, your honour 


Sir Flim. Hold 1 tongue, fellow ;—are not you 


frighted, my dear 5 
Miſs Flirt. Me! no, not I indeed. Why the chaiſe 
went over as if it had been done for the purpote, and 
ſo ſoftly, and took ſo much time before it tumbled : 
and then, Sir Flimſey, how you lock'd, as if you had 
been a ghoſt. I could not help laughing. 
ſider, | SE 
- Miſs Flirt. Ought I? but I won't tho”. I never did 
conſider, and J won't begin now. Pray did we come 
to Portſmouth for conſideration- ſake? Not we, truly. 
We came out upon a party of pleaſure, 1e; 
$a. | : will 


Sir Flim. But, my dear Betiey, you ought to con- 
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I will have, if I go to ſea myſelf for it. If you muſt | 
conſider, pray canfider how the poſtillion is to get the 
chaiſe up again. IL ſee William, our man, ſtands by 
the horſes. 5 | 

Poſt. An pleaſe your honour 

Sir Flim. No, fir, it does not pleaſe my honour. 

- Miſs Flirt. Lord, don't ſcold ſo. Go along, Poſtil- 
lion, and bid my man give halſ a crown to fome of the 
people that are paſſing along, to help you. You'll 
ſoon get it up again, and fee if it is not damaged ? 
we'll walk through the fie d, and get in again at that 
ſtile yonder. We are jult by Portſmouth, an't we? 

Poſt. Yes, madam, pleaſe your ladyſhip. 

Miſs Flirt. Well, well, go along, do as I bid you. 
What's done can't be undone: take mote care for the 
future [ Exit Poſiillion.] T hate thinking upon what's 
paſt. I always love to look forward. „ 

Sir Flim. I wonder, Betſey, how you can encourage 
ſach negligent taſcals. 

Miſs Flirt. I wonder how you can ſay ſo. But you 
are as freiſul as if you had the tooth- ach. You put 
one in mind of thoſe travellers who begin a journey 
out of humour, and are reſolved not to be pleas'd 
with any thing; and when they come back, give the 
country a bad character, merely to indulge their own ' 
ill tempers. 

Sir F/im. -Zouns, madam ! ſure I am at liberty to 
carry what temper I pleaſe about with me. 

Miſs Flirt. But | beg you may travel with a good 
one, fir 5 or you ſhan't carry me, I aſſure you. What 
do you think I am bound to bear your megrims, and 
your maggots; and your grumblings, your ſcoldings 
and ſwearings, 2s much as if I were marrie4 to you? No, 
no, I am none of your wife, Sir Flimſey, none of your 
Nave;-1 am a free Engliſh woman, and that for you, 
that for you. [Snaps her fingers at him. ] 

Sir Flim. You ſhould remember, madam 

Miſs Flirt. I don't chuſe it. 


Sir Fim. Zouns, madam ! do you know what I was- 


going to ſay? _ 5 
Miſi Flirt. Do:you know yourſelf what you was go- 


> +7 
Bir 


* . 
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Sir Flim. IIl tell you what, madam 

Miſs Flirt And Tittell you when, Sir Flimſey. When 
you take a lady out with you, don't domineer ſo ; it 
won't do. You may bounce about like Torre's fire- 
works, if you will, who's afraid? ha! not me, be- 
lieve me: we came Out to be merry, and you ſhan't 
ſpoil my ſport. If you don't chuſe to be good-na- 
tur'd, | know who will. Men won't be ſcarce at this 
ſhow, I'm certain ; there are fine lellows enow to be 
had here. 

Sir Flim. And I ſuppoſe as fine women to be had 
too 
Miſs Flirt. Take them, why don't you? go, fir, 
there's your road; ſhall | help your honour? So bi iſk 
a gentlem:n as you ſhould have variety, to be ſure. 
I'l! go for half a dozen for'you. | 

Sir Flim, You may go to the devil, if you pleaſe, 
madam ; I wiſh I had never ſeen you. | 

Miſs Flirt, And I wiſh [ had never left my Lord; 
1 = ſtaid with his lordſhip I ſhould not have been 
us'd fo. ; | | > 

Kr Flim. Go to him again then. 

Miſs Flirt. So] will, f | 

Sir Flim, You have my leave, madam. 

Miſs Flirt I ſhan't ſtay to aſk it; fo, fir, your's, 

[As [be is going be catches her by the fleeve.] 

Sir Fiim. [Trembling ] Nay, but ſtay, Betley, _ 

Miſs Flirt. Indeed but I won't tho'. I know his 
Tordfhip is to be down here, and | won't be tyrannized 
over by the fineſt man in the world, no, that I Won't. 
You know how I love yon, and that makes you uſe 
me thus; if I did not love you, what you ſay to me 
would not hurt me ſo. [Cries ] | 
Sir Flim. Well, well, I know you do love me dear- 
ly; come, don't cry, we'll go together. I ſee the bay 
has got the Chaiſe up again; come, we'll go in it to- 
gether, there, there, take this, [4//es ber and gives ber 
a purſe] and lay it out as ycu pleaſe, when you get to 
Portſmouth. | | 
Mis Flirt. [Sobbing] I am ſu—ſu—ſu—ſure, if 1 
did n't love you, better than any woman ever lov'd a 
man, I would not bear this. 8 


Str 
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Sir Flim. Well, well, be eaſy; as ſoon as we re- 
turn, I'll give you a new ſet of drefling plate be 


compos'd. : 
Meſs Flirt. ¶ Quite calm] You know the mildpeſs of 
my temper, Sir Flimſey, and what a fond fool 1 am, 


Tibrows ber arms about bis neck] but I don't want the 


plate, not I. I have coſt you money enough already: 


and | won't have it. 


Sir Flim. Childiſbly.] But oo fal ave it though. 
Miſs Flirt [Ca Ring] No l von'r, ſol vont. 
Str Flim. But I ſay oo fall now. 
Miſs Flirt. No, no, I vor't ave the plate: oo al 
buy me a little diamond necklace. | 
Sir Fitm. He! hel he! pretty thing! and fol will 


then. [ Zæeunt ſondling.] He! he! he! 


Enter ſeveral Country People. 
Dorothy. Come, Nan, why doesn't thee come along? 
why, thou art as tireſome as Farmer Thiſtle's pigs; no 
making thee (tir any how. | bs Sh 
Enter Nan, with ber patten in ber hind; a country 
I. with her, holding the other. 
Nan. Nay, Dolly, why doit talk ſo? I broke the 


ribband of my patten, and I ſtopp'd to tye it: and got 


our Joe to hold the other for me. 5 
Dick. Ay, ay, Joe is better, I believe, at looſening 
a knot than faſtening one. . | 
Joe. May hap not, Dick. I fancy thee art as good 
as myſelfat woman's work, any day. 5 
Dorothy. You are both bad.cnough, for that matter, 
and a'molt as falſe-hearted as gentlefolks. 
Nan. As gentlefotks! I dety all the gentle folks that 


come to Portſmouth town, be they who they pleafe, 


Lords, Dukes, Squires, Biſhops, or Church-wacrdens 
themſelves, to be more miſchieyous and falſe, than the 
beſt of um are, and 1 ſpeak it to their faces, 

Dorothy. Lord, what ſignifies our laying here, chat. 
tering? why don't we make halle onward? | 

Dick. We have loſi Cicely. „ 

Dorothy. Well, ſhe's of age, ſhe knows the way to 
Portimouth, I warrant her; ſo let's be going, we ſhall 
loſe the belt of the ſhow, if we don't fee his Ma- 


jeſty 4 
Ls | Tre. 
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Joe. I ſawed him once, when 1 went up to town 
with Farmer Petersfield's five four-year olds. 

Dick. What manner o' man is he, Joe? | 
Nan. Lord, Dick, what is our King George only a 
man then? | St 
_ Dick A man! why, what would you have him be 
_ foolatum? | 
Nan. Nay, I don't know. I am no great ſcholard, 
F can neither read nor write, ſo how ſhould I tell; O! 
here's bur Cicely come. i | 5 
Enter Cicely, fanning herſelf with her hat. 
Ciceſy. | bave walked myſelf out of breath to over- 
get you. 18 8 88 "10 
Dick. You did'nt break your patten ſtring, did you, 
Cicely, and lay'd to tie it? ; 
Cicely. I don't underſtand you, not I: but here, ſee. 
this; I ſtay'd at Field-End, to hear a man fing 
purely, all about the ſhow that is to be; and ſo I gave 
im a halfpenny. for the ballad, and I got the tune for 
nothing ; come, you ſhall hear it. . 


„ 


1. The bells are begun, and the muſic-folks play, 
The fine flags are flying in ſunſhine of day, 
The fea and the ſhore with re-echoings ring, 
His Majeſty comes, and we honour our King. 
The ſhepherd, to-day, leaves his flock to their feed, 
To day the good houſewives no marketting heed; 
The milk-pail is empty, the ſpinning- wheel ſtill; 
And laſſes, to-day, take no corn to the mill. 
3. Our rakes lie neglected along the new hay, 
And ploughs are forſook, for the ſake of this day; 
Abroad all is Mirth, fo we ſeek for a ſhare ; 

At home, we'te left Labour, to look after Care. 
4. Tis holiday n. and we'll holiday make, 
'Tis all for God bleſs him-—his Majeſty's ſake : 

Tho' ſimple my long is, and fimply.I ſing. 
Yet who can fay better than, Long live the King. 


* 


[Exeunt fmging. 
GS | SCENE 


12 THE TRIP TO PORTSMOUTH. 


SCENE II. 


[One of the ſtreets in Portſmouth ; a tavern window 
open ; ſome Bucks appear there drunk ; French horns 
playing above, Two Girls croſs the ſlage, and one of 
the Bucks calls out to them to fte p.] 


Buck. Molly, come up; come up, Lucy. 
[The two girls turn'd to ſee wha call d, and toſſing 
. their beads ſcornfully, as in contempt, go out. 


O, ho! what they won't come up, why then I'll 
come down. | 
{He ftrides over the Balcony, and, coming down, 
' tumbles on the flage. Waiter c:mes out to him. 
| Wait. T hope your honour han't hurt yourſelf, 
Buck. Hurt myſelf! what's that to you, Sir ? are you 
a ſurgeon, Mr Queſtion-aſker? No, Sir, I hav'n't 
hurt myſelf. I got a knock upon my head, but there's 
nothing in that. | 
Wait. I hope no offence, your honour. | 
Buck. Damn your fences; I don't want any of 
our fencing, not I. Where's the girls? go fetch them, 
here they are. So ho! ſo ho! go turn them. [ Exit. 


% 


Waiter.) I ſhould like to ſee a good courſe between a 


girl and a waiter: I'll hold fix to four upon the wench, 
though, that ſhe doubles upon him. —How now ! 


who's this? 


[Enter ayoung feilow, ridiculouſly dreſſed, in the preſent 
mode, with a ſervant carrying a bundle, and a Poſlil- 
lion another ; the ſervant carries both the bundles into 
the oppoſite han/e, and tbe young fellow pays the Poſtil- 
lion, who goes out ; mean while the Buck, who bas 
been looking at him, ſays, | 
Buck. This muſt be ſome French Hair- Dreſſer, or 

Rope Dancer, or ſome ſuch a ſort of an outlandiſh 

Merry-Andrew ; no, tis Fack Inkle, by all that's 

comical ; give me your hand, if you are he, and we'll 

have one bottle together. | 

Inkle. I beg. my dear Bumper, you'll excuſe me: I 
cannot touch a drop of ſtrong liquor: I am quite 
refotm'd. 


Buck. 


ACOMICSKEETCK ©» 


"Buck. Ay, and transform'd toe. For you look like, 
— [walks round him] I don't know what you look like, 
except it is a ſugar figure, made all of painted fweet- 
meats, upon the top of a twelfth-cake. Are you, 
Jack Inkle, or are you not? that's the queſtion, —T'o. 
be, or not to be? by 

Inkle. . friend, and ſchool - fellow, you'll per- 
mit me to paſs, and for heaven's ſake don't expoſe me. 

| Buck. No, you do that yourſelf. Did I ever think 
to ſee Jack Inkle, the Haberdaſher's ſon in Thread- 
needle- ſtreet, turn'd into a tiddidol! | | 

Inkle. Dear Tom, I requeſt you won't ſay here, I'm 
a Haberdaſher's ſon. I am certain you can keep a 
ſecret. | | 

Buck. Yes, if I don't think it worth telling. 

| Inkle. Vou muſt know then, that laſt week at Rane 
lagh, I got acquainted with a Woman of Quality; and 
ſhe appointed to meet me here. | 

Buck. She loſt: her lap-dog, I ſuppoſe, and had a 
mind to make you his proxy ; or hire you for a page 
to carry her knotting-bag. You are no more fit tor a 
fine woman, than a butterfly is to build a bird's neſt : 
Why you belong to ſome Milliner's manufaRory. [Inkle 
offers to go away, Buck lays. held of him.] Nay, nay, 
you ſhan't ſteal off neither, —if your father was to ſee 
you in this dreſs !—Damn it, that ever any fchool-fe]- 
low of mine ſhould play truant from old port, and- 
good roaſt beef, to live upon whey and water paper,! 
only wiſh your father was to ſee you; that's all. 

' Inke. Ay: but he's ſafe enough, and far enough. I 
don't fear him. My father wou'd no more come to 
ſuch a hurrying, expenſive place as this is, than I 
would jump into the fea with my clothes on : no, no; 

he hates all ſhew. wh 

Buck. Such a ſhew as you make, Jack, I think every 
body would hate. —But come, we muſt have one 
bottle. | 

Inkle Any other time I will, but now 

Buck Why now is the time. As for to-morrow, 
that's a damn'd flippery time, and bilks every body. — 
There's ſome deviliſh jolly fellows above; —we have 
been keeping it up all night, drioking his Majeſty's 

0] | B health, 


14 THE TRIP TO PORTSMOUTH ; 
health, and ſo ſhall you: we'll make you free of Portſ- 
mouth. 1 Na ene 

. Inkle. I beg you'll not force me now, nor call m 


Inkle. I have taken a lodging in that houſe; and 


there I am to pals for a young nobleman, my Lord 
Trueby. = 3 ng HeaP 
Buck. My Lord Booby, you mean. —Do you look 


like a lord; —Let me examine you again—Yes, yes 


you may paſs well enough for ſuch a thing amongſt 

people who know no better. But come, we will have 

a bottle to wet your title; one half pint bumper to 
Chriſten your Lordſhip. | 

_ Tnkle. I'll pay for ten bottles ——— — 

Zuck. Damn your pay, Sir—My Lord, I mean—1 

beg your tit leſnip's pardon; but if your diſhonourable- 

neſs is fo ſhy, and won't drink with an old ſchool- 

fellow, I'll call my boat's crew, and have you toſs'd 

in a tarpaulin. : e OJ $4067 

k Inkle. O for heaven's fake ! you'll ſrighten me into 
ts. 3 5 

IInkle attempts to run away, and the Buck ſeizes him 

by the tail of his wig. Inkle, with his back to the 

Buch, his face or po to the audience, attempts to 
. diſengage himſelf, expreſſing great pain in bis geſiure. 
"Buck Avaſt, Mr. Ladybird, you're not flown yet. 
Sings] A very pretty fancy, a rare gallantee ſhe. 


his is one of the Monleyronies, and I have got hold 


of Pug's tail. [Inkle eſcapes, leaving the tail in the 


Buchs hand.] This is deviliſh droll, faith; this is a 


new way of giving bail — Now can I be indicted for a 
robbery, or 1s this fair plunder ? this looks like a back- 
ſtay to keep the head ſteady. A head —Damn it, 
what fort of heads mult thoſe be, who have ſuch tails 
to them? why, they look like overgrown weeds, with 
their roots uppermott. . | 
. Enter Walir ER. 
ait, J could not overtake the ladies, Sir. | 
' Buck, Chen take me over the way, to my lodgings 
there; [eives him the tail] this will ſer ve you to pull 
the bell in your tap- room; and you'll put it to a better 
uſe than the owner did. Pl try to fleep a Tn” 
| : ſenſes 


wo - 


i' me three ſtory is na * at all my toon hooſe 
WY " 2 | 
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ſenſes ſeem to be in an uproar—[/taggers] | have not 


a good underſtanding of things at preſent. I'm almoſt 
cen. Will ag eds | fs 5 lot SE Bn? 
Wait. No, your honour;; only as one may ſay, I ax 
pardon, but that your Honour reaſon is a little 
hurtied. 7 14 | . Nenn +31 | 
Buck. Yes, I diſtanced it; I run of the wrong ſide 
the poſt with it, and Jeft it upon the Common laſt 
night; and if any body ſhould happen to find it, and 
they can't make a better ule of it than I have, 1 would 
not adviſe them to give themſelves the trouble of pick - 
ing it up. | | [Exeunt Buck and Waiter. 


Enter, aSeotch Lay LochnIE L, the Landlord following ; 
15 ' rwvwo Watermen wit baggage attending. 
Lady Lec. Hoot awaw, mon, iis a deal o muckle 

ſiller to gie for a temporary ſleeping place; gin yell 


gang the length of Muſſelborough, ane wad ae as gued 
a hooſe as any Laird o' th' ilk for a hantle leſs filler — 


ye aſk muckle mair for ane o' your wie bits of roomies 


than ane wud hae ſor a hale hooſe fit for Lotd Provoſt 


at Edinburgh, either in the new Toon, or the beſt 


> place in auld teekie · There are een the brithers, the 
architects wha're gutterbloods of that bonny town, I 


date ſay, wud na «fk mare for ane & their bra houſes 


in th' Adelphi—nobes I left bame, I laid daun fic rule 


„ , thut { am fure cannat be adber'd t0.in fic a 
dear place. [ Aſide.] — Indeed, honeſt man, your de- 
mands are far o'er exorbitant, an wi aw bears ſic a look 


of extortion, that «he would! be at a ſftammer.to ken 


whether I had na miſtalen. the ton of Portſmouth, an 
at any fel at. ane oꝰ the foreign ſummer places, among 
ſome. o' che Engliſh nobility, wbagae ilk aw foreign 


the prefetance, and like aw faſhions abroad, better 
. than their ain at hame, eſtimatiag the parfections of lic 


a commodity, according to its extravagant charge. 
Laadl. I can ſhew your Lady ſhip other apartments 
that are cheaper. I have ſome up three pair of ſtairs: 
but I did not preſume to ſhe them as fit for your 


Ladyſhip. | 


Lach. The height o the rooms wad be na objection 


at 
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at bonny Edinburgh is up the aught ſtory, in Goudt- 
| luck's Land; an had na it been for Mr. M*Naughton, 
the Cloth-Merchant, wha flitted frae the eleventh ſtory, 
1 up the ſcale ſtairs, to the ſaxth aboon me, I wad a 
i taen the houſe on the fourteenth ſtory, for the proſpeR; 
þ where ane may ſee down a the ſtreet, frae the Lucken 
Booths to the nether Bow. 
Landl. I have ſome very good front garrets, that 
have a proſpeR of the Harbour — Would your Ladyſhip 
chuſe them? , . 2 
Lady. By my troth, cheeld, your'e na very blate. 
Had na ye ſic an unco ſtock of aſſurance, I dinna ken 
how ye could mouthban ſic a very affronting propoſal : 
Wha do you tak me for, that you preſume to tak ſic a 
| Liberty? Do ye think I wad fo far forget my ſel as 
cen to ſet a fit in the beſt garrat i th' town; an ia far 
tak fra my dignity, as gang to ſleepin any ane o' them ? 
hoo dare you tak upoon you, Sir, to aſk me to gang 
there? Was na ye a muckle donnart, and had ye but 
a ſpunk a gued breeding in' your book, ye wad na mak 
fic a muckle breach o gued manners. God's mercy, 
does the cheeld ken wha he's ſpecken to? "46 
Landl. Indeed, my Lady, I aſk your Ladyſhip ten 
; thouſand pardons. I wou'd not be guilty of the leaſt 
offence towards your Ladyſhip. But indeed, my Lady, 
we are at very extraordinary expences now; and as 
your Ladyſhip ſent me word you wou'd be here, I have 
kept the rooms for you. I might have had more 
money for them, if I would have parted with them. 
Lady. It wou'd na ha been the art nor part of an 
honeſt cheeld to ha done fa, fir. Ye mun ha the filler, 
ſir ; I canna help it. The Laird of Lochiel, ye ken 
him coming there, ſir, [points] he's my ain brither ; he 
wad ha na peace at my bidding, but was a'moſt daft 
untull | gid him his ain way, and gang'd myſel wi 
him, to ſpeer after this bonny ſight at your town. 
Land, I am very ſorry, your Ladyſhip was obliged 
to croſs the water from Goſport, I hope you met 
with no accident by the way, . 
Lady. Ye (al ken fir, that the t'ither night we came 
to a little towny ; how caw ye it? Godalmin ; and our 
fauſe cheeld of a coachman, was fic a dolt, to _ = 
> * ka 
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ilka ane o'er upon a muckle widding ; and an auld 


wife, wha's bouk Was as big as a peet mow, wambled 
herſelf along me, wi' fic a thump, that T wud na gang 
intuil the coach again, but Raid in the towny I was 


telling about, and this morning they had me up before 


the laverocks 'gan to ſing, and we gang'd to the place 
anent this, and then the gued men in the boat, hurld 
us o'er here, in the buſking of a cockernonny. 


Enter the Laird, anda FRENCHMAN. 


O! her's the Laird. How's aw wi' ye, Lauchlin ? 

Laird. Unco weel. How's aw wi' your ſel, my 
Lady? .-- | 8 8 3 

Lady. Brawley, I thark ye for ſpeering, Man, and 
Monſieur, I hope ye are weel? | 4 , l 

Moni. A votre lervice, votre ſervice, Mademoiſelle, 
toujour gay, I hope de boat did no mak your Lady- 
hip fick, it was all one ſide, all one fide, comme fa. 
| Lads. This is an uncoo bra place, and the fhips here, 
are for aw the world like the ſhipping in. the harbour 
of Leith, which is a wie bit aneath the town of 
Edinburgh. 18 2 * 

Monſi. Eh, mon dieu, Madam, in my country; my 
Lady, if you was to ſee de ſhips, and de boats, tis 
here all bagatelle, nothing at all; the Roy de France, 
Madam, de grand *'Monarch,- has ten huadred times 
more a ſhips den de Engliſh. hg 


Laird. Troth, Sir, ye fay right, ye hid ſo mony ſhips 


in the late war, that ye cou'd na weel tull what to do 


wi' em, and the Engliſh were obliged to take them off 
your hands. os oo Bhoe” . 

Monſi. O dat was all fortune de la guerre, all ac- 
cident. V 

Landl. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes, I'll wait upon you 
to my wife, my Lady, to chooſe your appartments. 1 
aſk pardon for my miſtake. | 

Lady. I think wy Landlord, a very polite perſon in 


gued troth, ſo come awa, Lauchlin. 


1+ „ e JExit.,woith Landlord. 

Monfi. En verite, Monfieur Ecoſſois, de Engliſh very 
lictle while ago was all barbare, all ſavage, we did 
"4 teach 


18 THE TRIP TO PORTSMOUTH ; 
reach dem de politeſſe, did ſhow dem de bon mien, de 
bon grace, de bon ton. | | | 

Laird. Ye mun excuſe me there, Sir, it was my ain 
countrymen, that gae the idiom to the South Britons, 
to ken a tincture of erudition and elegance. 

Monfi. Excuſez moi. I have known de better; we 
did teach dem de bow, and de dance, and de frizeurs, 
and we did put deir heads in order. 

Laird. The outſides of their heeds, I ken ye might, 
fir; but I dinna believe you care much to meddle wi 
the inſides of them. | 

Moni. De Engliſh dey tink too much, de French do 
not tink at all. Our Grand Monarch will not let us 
tink ; he ſay, what buſineſs ave mon ſubjects to tink ? 
Iwill tink for dem all, ſowe let him ; now fir, here's tout 
a contrarie de people here, will tink all, dey will tink 
for the King, and will not let the King tink ſor him- 
ſelf at all. 1 | | 55 ab | 

Laird. Troth, fir, I diana ken ought about the mat- 
ter, for muckle may be ſaid on both ſides, and I wil} 
always keep myſelf clear of malevolence : But ye ſhall 
hear a ſang, fir, of my ain fabricating, ſung by à laſſie, 
who wi” tunefu voice can bonnily lilt it ofer the lee. 
Come awa, come awa, Katty. 

Enter Katy. | 
Katty. What's your wull, brither . | 
L aird. Ye remember the ſangabout the diſcreet lad? 
Katiy. Troth, do I, fir. as 5 
Laird. Vary weel, vary weel then; let's ha” it. — 


8 iy «th 


3. The lad diſcreet, with healthfu' heart, 
Taks btawly ilka honeſt part: EE 
He laughs to ſcorn daft Scandal's wrang, 
And chearſu' ſings Contentment's fang. 

2. The cadgy lad lilts doon the field, | 
Oer heather braes, by whuns, or bield, 
Frailka ill he turnsajſeez.* 
Sic, fro ali%: the lite for me. 


happy, ſay 1. 
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3. To king, my country, faith, and hame, 
Sic love I bear, I'll bear na ſhame ; 
The din of faſheous chiels fra me; 
Na, na, 4 3 na, na, a" a 
A pawky loon lo'es paltty pelf, 
3 Wa wk the . — a elf; 
If Gller comes, een lat it be, 
But honour firſt of aw for me. ny 
But fir, let us awa wi' this parle, and gang ben the 
hufe, and bite a bit, and tak a ſup, for the (ea has 
ſharpened my appetite as much as if I had come o'er 
the paſs of Gillicranky. | | 
Monfi. De tout mon coeur my Lor, but prenez, pre- 
nez garde jai direz vouz ; take care of de impoſition, 
de Engliſh be de devil for taking de money out of de 
foreignet's yoo 03.2) LL. | 
Laird. Troth, fir, but the Engliſh firit put it in 
there ; but nee'r heed, fir, the Laird of Lochiel hos na 
come ſo far north for naithing. I can ſpeer what's to 
be ken'd here. 1 can grip my ſiller unco weel, fir, 1 
love to live as winſome as ony mon i! the ſouth, fir, 
but I will tak heed hoo's aw wi' my caſh, and tak coun- 
ſel of my ain Oeconomy, +.» [Exennt, 


[Two G entlemen meeting.) EY 
Mr. Simp. Mr. Hearty, I'm your very humble ſer- 


| vant. U little expected a Gentleman of ſo philotophic a 


turn, as you are, would think it worth while to leave 
ſolitude and refleQion for parade and buſlle. 

Hearty. Why, really, Mr. Simpſon, there are ver 
few fights that would draw me a field's length to ok 
at them; but ſuch an appearance as this promiſes to 
be, is an exception. This will be an exibition that no 
part of the world can equal; a King of Great Britain 
reviewing his Royal Navy; and encouraging, by his 
preſence, his honeſt-hearted ſailots, is ſuch a picture, 
that any Engliſhman muſt exult ie. It has long been 
wiſhed for, and the accompliſhment. of it niuſt- give 
univerſal ſatigfation. | _ .,! N 
Simp. Long may he liye to make all his ſubjects ſo 

Hearty. And I ſay amen to it. [Shouting bebind, and 
5 . ife 
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the Boatſwain's call founded Þ There they ate; the 
happy heroes of the preſent moment Thete is ſome- 
thing ſo truly original in the oharacter af Engliſh ſea- 
men, ſo hearty, and fo diſintereſted, which i is not to be 
met with in any other kingdom. 
Simp. No, nor among any other people even here. 
Hearty. Is it not a pity they hows be to brave, and 
yet ſo thoughtleſs? 1 * 
Simp. Did you ever know a philoſopher have . fine 
ſpitits ? theit ative undauntedne!s Carries chem. beyond 
the call of tefle ion; aud 1 WIG think them fo niuch 
the happier for it. | 
Heurty. The happier for it ?— 
Simp. Ay, the happier, Sit; but! am for no moral 
obſervations ; this is a day of joy and Jollicy, and ! am 
determined to ſuit myſelt to all conditions, and join 
company with the group of ſallors that are coming to- 
wards us; I like they, and will meke one in their 
party. drink with them, ſing with, them : 
Hearty. What, in the {locet too 8 
Simp. What's that to me! I came out to be pleaſ- 
ed; z -I-give:ceremony: to the winds, - This is a day of 
Jubilee, every man caſts off reſttaint 3 at leaſt they 
ſhould do i and. lll ſer them: an example. [Exeunt, 


ont in Enter ſeveral Sailors, n 


2 Sailor. Avaſt, lads, Jet us drop anchor here a 
tittle ;@—— here, tapſter, hand out a can of grog. 

24 Sailor Cote, bear a hand though, cauſe our 
Commodore King George is coming. 
nter Wiiter, vid auer 


on hete's the £5. 1 £54} Tor! 
5 e 0 1 5 N = ſa th 


x:iCome;! 8 bulile; drink abou,” n e 

| And ſet us merty de; Ronen ein ,9519 54; 

Our can is full, we'll ponipitout, * 1 yo 1 

23 ad then al hands to-ſ en. 
2. Fine Miſs, at dancing. ſchool is taugbhe . 

ofa The minvet to tread; 241 Em Fu. 

N we go better, when we've broughe 


"The he fore-tack 0 eat: HEA. 


3. The 


— 


3: The Jockey's call'd, to horſe, to horſe, 

And ſwiftly rides the race ; 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace. 
4- When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; 
As loud we hollow, when we ſend 7 
A broadſide to Mounſiers. 5 
5. The what's- their- names at uptoats ſquall, 
With muſic fine and ſoft; | 
But better ſounds our Boatſwain's call, 
| All hands, all hands aloft. 

6. — at ſea, we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts, or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more; 

* Thus paſſes Sailors lives. 


Enter $1nP$ON-» 


Simp. How fares it, my merry fellows? 

2d Sailer, Thank you, thank you, fir. Make way 
there, brace your ſails, a-back, ſtep aft a little and let 
the Gentleman come into a birth, if he pleaſes to drink 
with us. [Offers the tankard.] © 

1/ Sailor. Belaythat, Jack, why you know no more 
of manners, than as thof you had never been at (ea. 
Why don't you ax the-Gemman to drink with us, with- 


out heaving the tankard alongſide of him, as if you had 


z mind he ſhould run foul of it. 
2d Sailor. No offence, I hope, Sir. | 
Simp. O no, not in the leaſt—— Come, my lads, 

here's his Majeſty's health Sailors give three cheers, 

and the Boatſwwain' pipes.) IN: aa 

1/1 Sailer, Hete's ſucceſs to the Barfleur, and King 

George's health. He is coming amongſt us, and God 

bleſs him, and that's all the harin I wiſh him. | 

Simp. Come, my jolly hearts, 1 we have 

— ſong; I'll' try at one myſelf, if you'll bear 

A chorus. e | r 


All. Ay, ay, ay. | 40 L 
"gals 5 8 ON G. 
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8. -O42 N KA "er 
1. Ve free-born ons, Belen 8 boa, : * 21552 
Firm as your rock-ſurroungded couſt, . 
Ve Severeigns of the ge 
On every ſhore where ſalt tides roll, | 
From eaſt to weſt, from pole to Son, 
Fair Conqueſt celebrates vont name, 
Witne(v'dalonl by wondering frm, 
Fe lads who dare be free | 
2. Miſtake me not, wel hearts of ek, 
I ſcorn with liberty to joke; 
Ye Sovereign bf rhe Sea! 
Aſſiſt, uphold your Ohurch and State, 
Your great-men good, and $900. 11 great, * 
Awe all abroad, at home unſte, 
And jolly join in Faction's ſpite, 
Then, then, my Friend you're free | 
3. Ye ſovereigns of wide Ocean's waves, 
J NN ongeebſhrin'd'in graves, 3D. 
requ met us ſing: ieee 
14 PO hr a oe ARE 
J hen, NHlliunt dur deltreref came; mne get! 
May futute ages Biunfwiek „Wu, R 
eee to Bricam's throne; ee 
So here' God iſave the King. | 


| [Exevat ſinging God ſave our ale ie 
. 4 dance, with erf. eee ee. 
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abi vert m e Saclur. 
ene: beer! lend feared. 1 
Landlady. [Rifing up in a pn, Why then. the 
houſe may go to the Devil; for What care. 

Lang lord. This is a very pretty time vo put yourſelf 
in a paſſion, and the hole houſe into confuſion ; and 
now in about an hoar's time, when the people come 

back, who are — — Majeſty and the bn 
fills we'ſh:ll have nothing ready. 

Landlady. Yes, but we ſhall have every ende. 
But would it not vex any body to hear you talk of not 


wiſing dhe prices of your things? Shall we ever _ 
uc 
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ſuch another opportunity ꝰ Such a ſight as this may 
never happen here again: and we ſhould make hay 
white the ſun. ſhines. Don't we pay the King many 
taxes, and why may we not tax the people, who come 
to ſee his Myeſty? And ſo: then we may (ay, in a 
manner, as how, the King makes his ſubjeQs, pay us 
again. webs dat | ry 

* I cannot charge my cuſtomers ſo. My 
conſcience will not let wre. 3 2 1 
Landlady. Lour conſcience l what has a publican to 


do with conſcience? mind your buſineſs; and put con- 


ſcience behind the bar board: I ſay conſcience, truly. 
I wonder how many fine equipages we ſhould wait 
upon, if their keepers had. always ſtood upon con- 
ſcien nn | 

Landlord. Why, my dear, we muſt live after this 
ſhow is over.  __ 4320 * 

Landlady: To be ſure, and ſo we muſt, and this is the 
way to do it. People that come down here expect to 
pay dear for every thing they have; and befides, moſt 
of um are Londoners, and you know they never 
mind what they do with their money, if they can fee 
any thing ſtrange for it. | | 75 f 

Landlord. J have not the heart to be guilty of any 
impoſition. | 91 N 4 2 "©. 

Landtady. No, I know you have no heart: ay, 
Tom, Tom, if | hadn't a better heart than you have, 
we ſhould never get a fortune for our daughter. How 
do ydu think fortunes are got now-a-days?, 


S | 
Enter Groanty, a Methodiſt. h 
O dear, Mr. Groanly, I'm glad to fee you, I wiſh 
you would conviace my huſband that we ought to be 
as ſharp as our neighbours; pray now, doQor, is there 
auy ſrn in ſhore meaſure ? TT | 
Groan. Why, as ſpiriruous liquors are unwholeſome 
liquors, the leſs you fell yout cuſtomets, the leſs harm 
they can receive; fort you . hinder them from drinking 
too much, by taking care to give them too little. 
| Landlord. Well, Doctor, I ſhall be glad to hear you 
ſome other time — fee, ſpeak in the Lyon there. [Bell 
rings] This is going to be a very buſy I 
Ni ar 
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Hark ! there's a carriage drove into the yard—go, go, 

wait upon it, wife; and do you, Doctor, go and wait 

wheie you pleaſe. [Exeunt wife and Doctor. 
| | Enter Waiter. 

Waiter. Maiſter, the Barge's crew of the Barfleur 
defire to hrve ſome place to fit in for half an hour, 
before the hurry begins, and I think they may have 
this room a little. 23 5 
Lanadlord. That's true, and fo they ſhall, We muſt 

not ſlight them, they'll ſtick by us, when this ſhow is 

all over and gone. „ 5 | 
Waiter. Ay, maiſter a tar jacket, very often, is 2 
better cuſtomer than a lac'd waiſtcoat. [ Be/ls ring on 
different fides.) Coming, coming, coming. 

[Exeunt ſeverally. 
| Scene, —Another Room in the ſame Inn. 
Landlord returns, fbewing Sir Flimſey in, Landlady 

attending Miſs Flirt, Waiters'behind. 
Landlord. If your honour will be pleaſed to walk in 
here, for the preſent, while your honour's apartment 
is getting ready. | | | | 

Sir Flim. Ay, ay, with all my heart; yes, yes, a 
7 this is like to be, landlord. . 3 

' Landlord. Ves, fir, we hope ſo. | t 

. Landlady. And if her Ladyſhip'pleaſes, I'll wait on 
her Ladyſhip, to ſhow her 8 her Ladyſhip's 
bed-chamber, and her Ladyſhip's dreſling- room. I am 
ſure I have taken as much care of it for your Ladyſhip, 
as if your Ladyſhip was the Queen's Majeſty herſelf, 

Exeunt Landlady and Miſs. 
Sir Flim. Come, landlord, fit down; that's the fineſt 
girl in the world, Tom, I aſſure you. 
. Landlord. Her honour ſeems to be very handſome. 

Sir Flim. Yes, yes, | believe ſhe is indeed: Well, 
| landlord, and how goes the world with you? 

Landlord. Why, fir, for want of a war, Portſmouth 
is very dull, very dull indeed, fir; our people pray for 
a war moſt heartily. 4 . 

Sir Flim. They do !-—they pray for the undoing 
of others to tet themſelves up, —vyery- ckaritable, 


truly. | 
| | Landlord. 
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 Land'ord. It's very natural, your n 
Sir Fin. Well, well, bring us a bottle of Cham- 

paign. [Fxit Landlord.] In this peaceable time, peo- 
ple pray here for a war; and I don't doubt but in a 
very healthy time, phyſicians pray for a plague, It is 
ſomething rather on the wrong fide of humanity to 
help ourſelves by hurting our neighbours ; however, as 
my landlord ſays, it is very natural tho'—and yet We 


pretend to be a civilized people. 


Enter Landlord with wine. | 
Well, lardlord, how long will it be before his Ma- 
jeſty comes ? | | : 5 
Landlord. We expect the King in about an hour's 
time, fir ; all the people of our town are gone be- 
yond the Fortifications to meet him, and that makes 
Prtſmouth ſo quiet at preſent. Sir, your Honout's 
health: I: think I never ſaw your Honour look better. 
Sir Flim. Why, landlord, I'm grown young aga'n. 
] have been dipped in Medea's kettle. A fine girl is 
the grand elixir of life, the chief reſtorative, and na- 
ture's ſupernaculum ; and I have got the ſweeteſt wench 
in the world; ſo mild, fo affable, none of the haughty 
airs of matrimony. I have all the ſweets of wedlock. 
without any of the bitters. All roſes without thorns. 
—A wiſe ! damn it, mine was inſupportable. I wag 
forced to part with her. So domineering, ſuch a vixen, 
and ſo cofllly ſhe would have ruined me. Now this 
girl checks me when | would give her any thing. She 
refuſed a ſervice of plate that I offered her to day. She 
ſaid it was too expenſive, Now I never indeed prof- 
fei'd to give my wite ſuch a thing; but if I hag, 
fog would have took it, yes, yes, yes, ſhe wou'd have 
taken it. 3 
Landlord. Pray, Sir; No offence, I hope; is Lady. 
Nervous in town ? Eby | 
Sir Nin. | don't know, I never enquire after her. 
She made me toſs her in two hundred pound per ann. 
more when we parted; She bullied me into it — She 
was a perfect tyrant. Now this gisl is as mild as a 
lamb, tender as a tuitle, and no more haughtineſs in 
het than in a milk maid, I never did a better 1 
| TR an 
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than parting from Lady Nervous And, I am certain 
that married men of faſhion will never live happy, 
until they have ſenſe and ſpirit enough to make their 
wives live upon the board-wages of a ſeparate main- 
tenance. 5 | | 
Enter Waiter. 


Waiter. Mr. Inkle preſents his reſpeQs to you, Sir 
Flimſey, and ſays as how, ſeeing your honour come 
out of the poſt-chaiſe, he ſhould be glad to have the 
honour of taking a glaſs with your Honour. 

Sir Flim. Oh, my compliments to bim; by all means. 
J ſhall be glad to ſee him: [Exit Waiter.) Let me 
ſee, how many years have Iakle and I been acquaint- 
ed? it was in the mayoralty of Sit Humphrey, - no 
yes —of Sit Leather # | 

[Enter OLD IxXLE.] 


My old acquaintance, Maſter Iukle, I am glad to ſee 


you. | 

O. Inile. And I ſhall be always glad to fee you, Sir 
Flimſey —But, Lord, what a place this is; Mercy 
upon us! the people are all mad: why, the roads are 
lined with men, women, and children; the hills, and 
the hedges, and the trees, and the tops of the houſes, 
and the chimney tops, and upon the walls, and out of 
the windows, all ſtaring and gaping, like peeping Tom 
of Coventry. No work done this week, j warrant 


ou. | 
Sir F/im. Do you think every body will be idle 
ere. g 1 
O. Inkle. You gentlemen of fortune, indeed may 
think pleaſure an employment, but we people in trade 
muſt look after labour; and we may look, and look 
again, it's all over with us: what with inclofures, 
and lotteries, and maſquetades; though, to be ſure, 
maſquerades did help trade a lit:le, and then they 
wanted to put them down, as if they had not a mind 
to permit auy thing that was for the good of this 
country. 1 
Sir Flim. I reckon, Mr. Inkle, your warehouſe did 
pretty well with dreffes aud doaiinos. 305 
. ” : ah O. Inkle. 
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O. Inkle. Pretty well, pretty well, Sir. I might have 
done better if we could have got am act of parliament 
for maſquerades. But no, I will ſay that for them, 
nothing for the good of Old England. I don't know 
what wi:l become of us, for my part, —hurrying here, 
driving there, poll- chaiſes rattling to the ſea-water, as 
if all the world wanted dippiagy="then all in a hurry 
to Portſmouth, next to Oxford, and next to 
I wonder where they'll go next. Lord, have mercy 
upon us! I warrant now my ſon would as ſoon turn 
papiſt as ramble to any of theſe raree ſhows. No, 


no, he's buſy at home, I'm ſure, poſting his books, 


copying letters, or taking an account of ſtock. He 
hates going to theſe ſights as much as I do. | 

Sir Flim. How came you here now ? 1 

O. Intle. Why, Sir, a fellow, five hundred pounds 
in my debt, was running away, Sir. I heard of him, 
and took him here, juſt as he was going on board of 
a ſhip for the Eaſt-Indies ; and now I am going home 
again. | 


Landlord. Won't you ſtay and ſee the grand re- 


O. Inkle. Can I get any money by it? Do you 
think his majeſty will give me an order if I ſtay? 
No, no, I know better, I won't thiow eway 
my money. 

Landlerd. But this is all for the encouragement of 
trade, : -- | 
O. Inkle. Not of mine, though it does yout's, Sir. 
Tm not for any thing but what I can get ſomething 
by; then I am as ready and willing to join in it as 
another. 3 | | 
Sir Flim. A very wary man you are, Mr. Inkle. 

O. Inkle. Ay, fir, Ialways mind the main chance. 1 
never commit indiſcretions myielf, nor ever excuſe them 


in another. Prudence is the guide of all iny actions. I 


never was in a paſſion in my life, not I; none of your 

comical fellows could ever make me laugh. Now, my 
ſon is exaAly like me. | | 

14 noiſe behind, and the Buck ſpeaks within the 

ſcenes.] | | | 

C23 13 Buck. 
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© Buck, But then I tell you, you ſhall. I have chopped 
upon you once more, and a bottle of Madeira we will 
have. [ Pulls in Young Inkle. The father and 
5 fon flare at each other. 

O. Inkle. Why, Tam aſtoniſhed! I am petrified! are 

you my fon Inkle? | 

Buck. Yes, I'll ſwear it, This is Jack Inkle, that 
- ak and my Lord Trueby that is; and we'll wet bis 
title. | 

O. Inkle. Why, you cog | Why, you villain !— 

Z. Inkle. Dear father, I hope you'll forgive me. 

O. Inkle. Why, you know, Devil's whelp, that I 
never did, nor ever will forgive. I'll horſewhip you 
all the way home again : where did you get money for 
theſe fine ctoaths, fir ? why, you dog, you have robbed 
me: I'll have you hang'd, ſirrah. 

Buck. Be a little ſober, fir.<—— 

O. Inkle. Strip, hangdog, ſtrip; my money bought 
theſe cloaths, and I will have them. [. Inkle pults 
off bis coat, waiſiccat, ſeverd, and wig, and his fater 
ſeizes them.] And now, you ralcal, never ſee my face 
again ; never, hangdog. LET 
Sir Flim. I thought, Mr. Inkle, you never put your- 


ſelf in a paſſion. | 


O. Inkle. Jam not in a paſſion—I am onl;y—No, 
fir, I ſcorn to be in a paffion—but that undutiful, ex- 
travagant villain, —— „ 
Buck, Only be prucent a little. 

O. Inkle. Stand away, Puppy: [Exit with the cloaths, 
vg ek: and ſboves the Buck down. 

Buck So, I am ſerved right, by concertiing myſelf 
with other people's buſineſs — Your father's a fierce 
man, Jack; he has ſtiipp'd you, and has, I think, 
given me a ſet: down too. Fer, me up Come, cou- 
rage, lad. [fngs.T Let not thy noble courage l ę caſl down. 
III take care of you, Vil clap you on a jacket and trow- 
ſers. You can never be rated able indeed, but you'll 
paſs in ordinary well enough. We'll give you a birth in 
the cockpit, as the ſurgeon's plaiſter ſpreader ; or, as 
you are quite delicate, ſuppoſe we enter you principal 


page to the admiral's tea kettle. —W hy, you are like 


- A little 


v . 
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a little fighting cock, cut out of feathers; fo, come 
along, bantam, come along. . [Exeunt amlo. 


N. B. This ſcene of Inkle's was thought 600 long, and therefore 
omitted after the firſt night's repreſentation. : 


Sir Flim, Upon my honour. I think the fop has been 
finely ſerved; it is monſtrouſly imperiinent for theſe 
mechanics to ape us men of faſhion. | 

Landlrd. Indeed, your honour, things are come to 

ſuch a paſs as to dreſs, that it was but laſt week 1 had 
two people in fine laced cloaths, with ſwords by their 
fides, came tomy houſe, and called for Bur gungly and 
Champaigne, and talk'd as fan ilĩarly about the court as 
] ſhould about my cellar; and ſpoke of noblemen by 
their Chriſtian names of Jack, Will, and Tom, that I 
took them for dukes or lords at lealt, and yet one was 
but a hair-dreſler, and the other a tooth-drawer. 


Enter Mr. Su EER. 1 
Sir Flim. Mr. Sneer, your very humble ſervant; I 


ſent for you to drink a glaſs with me. I want to hear 


you talk upon the preſent times. I know you are a bold 
man; you dare ſay any thing. Here's a bumper to 
you, The libertics of the ſulye& for ever. 

Sneer, With al heart, Sir Flimſey; the liberty 
of the ſubject — But I hever expect to ſee that again. 
However. I wiſh well to it- Ah! ah! ah! 
liberty! yes, yes, ay ay! ay! [Expreſſes /everal very 
uneaſy geſticulations.] Do you know, Sir Flimſey, what 
1s to become/of us. „ 

Sir Fin. (Become of us! why, we are come to fee 
what's to be fee , and then - Why will not this 
Naval review bea moſt magnificent ſight? | 

Sneer. I wiſh no may come from it. 

Sir Flim. Harm! F751 

Sneer. Ay, harm; _L<an ſee farther into this than 
ſome people imagine/ IthinkI can, that's all. I thiuk 
I can fee this ſcheme plain, —plain. | 

Sir Flim. Scheme! WET 

Sneer. Ay, fit; all this fort of ſhow that is to be, is 
a ſcheme of the miniſtry to diſtreſs the people. 

Sir Fliu. Tather think it is to divert the peovle. 


C 3 Seer» 
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Sneer. A very pretty time to take diverſions, truly ! 
a very pretty time, indeed. Here we don't 
know how ſoon we may want our gunpowder, and 
we are throwing it away in fireworks at Ranelagh, 
in fireworks at Maiybone, and fireworks at Poit(- 
mouth; but let them go on, that's all, that's all; let 
them go on!! 7 ö 
Sir Flim. You look at things through the wrong | 
end of the peripeQive. | Gods 
 Sneer, Ido, do I? very likely, to be ſure. only 
. wiſh, though, people would lock at things as I do. 
Would 1 let foreigners ſee our ſhipping, would 1? No, 
that I would not: I'd ſee em blind firſt, but now we 
. are for ſhewing every thing, and ſeeing every thing, 
and ſaying every thing, a, eating and diinking every 
thing ; and giving grand dinners and fuppers, and 
all manner of luxury, while trade is ſtarving ; but 
they don't care, not tkey —no —no. *Tis a ſhame, 
1 do inſiſt upon it, 'tis a ſhame to gluttonize now; 
can we call ourſelves Engliſhmen, and indulge our- 
ſelves in expenſive treats now ? in coſtly meals now ? 
and in dainty diſhes now ? Ha! tell me that, that's 
all; only tell me that, | = 


Eͤnter Landlord. 
Landlord. Mr. Sneer, fir, Mr. Town Clerk has ſent 


you word, that there are no more than three turtles to 
be had, fir, and two haunches of veniſon, and he has 
b ught them all for yu 8 
Fnucer. Ves, yes, I encourage our own iſlands; tur- 
tle is a Weſt - India trade, and as to veniſon, veniſon, 
veniſon, you know Sir Flimſey, was our forefathers 
tood. I am for the primitive eating of our anceſtors, 

no French kickſhaws for me. I am for the good old 
'* Engliſh dich, fir. [Exit, forcing a Laugb.] No, no, 
no French diſhes for me. | | 

Sir Flim. There, there's a rare raſcal for ye. Rails 
-71inſt rich feeding, and lives upon turtle and ve- 
EI On. 

Miſs Flirt. [within.] Sir Flimſey ! Sir Flimſey! 

Sir Flim. O now, Landlord, you ſhall ſee the mildeſt 


aud mott affable gi:1 io the univerſe. - 
| | | Enter 


| 
' 
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Miſs Flirt. Lord, my dear Sir Flimſey, how can you 
fit drinking fo, to kill yourſelf ? | 
Sir Flim. There's affeQtion for you. | 
Miſs Flirt, 1 inſiſt upon it, you ſhall not have any 
more. I know now you are whiſpering him to bing 
vp t'other bottle, but PII break it the moment it comes 
in; upon my foul I will. | | 
Sir Flim, Well then, my dear, Tl only drink this 


bumper. | | 


Miſs Flirt. But I ſay you ſhan't, though: and I think 
that you muſt be a ſad ſort of a man, to encoui age any 
gentleman to kill himſelf. TEE 

Landlord. Indeed madam, I am ſure that I don't 
preſs my liquor. I am ſure, madam, if you was your- 
ſelf to: ot F TIO 
Miſi Flirt. If k was myſelf —ha—what do you 
mean? ha, you pityful fellow! Do you think I have 
been drinking, you vagabond ? do you? take that ther. 
Se ſpits in the Landlord's face, and pulls off his aig, 
and beats bim with it] I inſiſt upon it, Sir Flimſey, that 
ou come up ſtaits this minute, and leave that fellow. 
inſiſt on it; ſo come away immediately. a 
Sir Flim. The (ſweeteſt temper'd girl in the univegſe. 
Exeunt Sir Flimſey, and Miſs Flirt. 

Landl. So ſhe is indeed; ſhe is as ſweet temper'd as 

© wolf, and as mild as a mad-woman ! e eee 
Enter SalLoks. 

1 Sail Sarvant, ſarvant, Landlord. 

Landl. Very welcome, gentlemen. [Exit. 
1/0. Sail. Come, bear a hand. We han't time to 
fetch up any lee-way now. Let us be es cloſe haul'd 
as we can. Keep a good look out, lads, cloſe along 

ſhore, for his Majeſty king George is coming —fo bear 


a hand with the bowl. 


24 Sail. Avaſt, meſs mates, don't let us go while 


ve ſtay, let us lie too a little and take an oblervation. 


= Waiter brings in a bowl. 
1/7, Sail. Never mind longitude nor latitude neither 
now, here's ſea room enough, [printing to the bowl} 
Come, bring your drinking tacks a-board, my boys, — 
: d 5 A3 
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us to the reckoning, let the Landlord keep it. We'll 
neither mind line nor log book now, | | 


8 ON G. 


1. Now ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
MMeſſmates heave a hand with me; 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While he ſings our lives at ſea. 
2. O'er the wide wave ſwelling Ocean, 
Toſs'd aloft, or tumbled low, 
As to fear, tis all a notion, 
When our time's come, we muſt go. 


34 Sail. Go! ay to be ſure. So hat ſignifies being 
melancholy about the matter? 

1ſt Sail. That's right, Jack, we'll ſtand upon this 
— long as we can, however; and then as the ſong 
days, 5 7 5 


S O N G. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, 
-  *Tis a birth in which all muſt belay, mun, 
When our debt's due, for Death won't truſt, 
All hands be ready to pay, mun. 
As to life's ſtriking it's flag, never fear, 

Our cruize is out, that's all my brother; 
In this world we've luff d it up, thus, and no near, 
Then about ſhip, my boys, for another. | 


2d. Sail. 1 only wiſh we had had ſome of your fair 
weather ſparks, in all their gingerbread rigging, on 
board of us in the Bay, laſt cruize, Jack. 
I Sail. What would you do with them? 
WF. Sail. Do with them? why, nothing as I know 


1/8. Sail. Why then let them keep on ſhore, —for 
your beaus on board a ſhip are like rats, very trouble- 
ſome vermin, —no more fit for ſea ſervice, than brown 
paper is to make a mainſail. | - 
34. Sail. Come, where ſtands the glaſs? 

- 24. Sail, Come, bultle, buſtle, 'Tom. 


4 
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4 of. Sail. 8. ON. | 


1. Hark the Boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and hav] yards ſtand, boys 
Don top gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand boys. 
Now ſet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, 
But the Lee top-ſail ſheets let go; . 
Starboard here, | 
Larboard there, a 
Turn your quid, * 0440 
Take a ſwear, © 
Yo, Yo, Vo. E e 219 
2. As the tide flows, ſo time piſſes, , 
Life's too (hart, to loſe a day, boys? 
Load your guns, lads, charge your glaſſes, 
Point your bumpers, fire away, boys: 
A full broadfide pour, 
To thoſe girls on ſhore, 
Who let falors' take them in tow: . 
Stai board here, Ft STOLE 
Larboard there, e NL 
Turn your quid, 
Take a ſwear, © 
Te, Yo, Te. Z 
3. Thof the tempeſt ſwells the billows, 0 
Clear the decks, come drink about, boys 
Punch bowls here we'll make our illows, - 
Never heed the wind without, boys, 
. Tho? the ſhip may roll. 
Hieavre the lead, found the bowl, 
Matk above water, thus we go. 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid. 
Take a ſwear, 


| Yo, Vo, Yo. a 
Enter a Sailor, wvith bis arm in a fin. 


What cheer, Jack ? What, Raye u got your arm 
elued up in the Ng, ; 55 ber) 


Ti " Jack, 


— 
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Jack. 2d. Sail. No; but it is not block and block 
with my ſhoulder as it us'd to be, for going to ſee 
father, he ax'd me to take a voyage a hunting with 
hin, —ſo, when the ſwabber rigg'd the horſes, they 
brought me one to ſtow myſelf on board, that they 
told me was in ſuch right and tight trim, that ſhe 
would go upon any tack as faſt as a Folkttone cutter. 

17. Fail. So! | 

Jack. So I got up aloft, and clapt myſelf athwart 
ſhip this'n, and made as much way as the belt on um: 
and to the windward of a gravel pit we ſpy'd a hare at 
anchor, ſo ſhe weigh'd and bore away, and juſt as l had 
overhauled her, my horfe came bump 2 upon a 
ſtone ; the back-ſtay broke, he piteh'd me over the 
forecaſtle, came keel upwards, and unſhipped my 
ſhoulder ;- and damme it ever I ſet (ail again for ano- 
ther days hunting. 

34. Sail. Tom Bowling. 

1/t. Sil. Ay, ay. | 

d. Sail. Do heave off that ſong our Midſhipman, 
Will Jenkins, made about Muſick, aad Quebec, and all 
thoſe things. ' | | 

V. Sail. Well, well, I will, I will. 


8 ON G. 


1. Do you ſee, as a Sailor, I'll heave off 
A bit of a Song in my way ; 
But if you don't like it, I'Il leave off, 
I ſoon can my bawling belay. 
Odd lingo's Muſicioners write in, 
* Concerning flats, ſharps, and all that; 
Me Seamen are ſharp in our * 
And as to the Frenchmen they're flat. 
2. Outlandiſh folks tickle your ears ' 
With Solos and ſuch ſort of Ruff; 
We Tars have no more than three Cheers, 
Which French folks think muſic enough. 
Our laſtruments always do wonders, 
From round-tops we give ſerenades, 
Our Organs are twenty-four pounders, 
Our 8 are briſk cannonades. 


At 
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3. At Havre we play'd well our parts, Fa | 
Tho' our game they pretended to ſcoff ; 
For trumps we turn'd up Engliſh hearts, 
They threw down their cards and ſheer'd off. 
They have met with their match, now they feel, 
Their ſhuffling and cutting we check, . 
They were lurch'd at Crown- point, and loſt deal, 
And faith, they got ſlamm'd at Quebec. 
4. For cooks, thof the French folks ate neater, 
Our meſſes they never can beat, 
Our diſhes have ſo much ſalt pette, 
And as to our balls they're forc'd meat. . 
God bleſs our King George with three cheers, Sir, 
And God bleſs his Conſort, Amen. | 
In p* times we've drubb'd the Mounſieurs, Sir, 
or paſtime we'll drub them again. 


{A noiſe is heard beb ind, and out bolts the Landlady in 
a diſbabille, the Methodiſt diſordered, and the Land- 
lord purſuing, the Sailirs flop them. 

1. Sail. Avaſt, avaſt, Landlord, what's the matter? 
Landl. The matter : why, that waman whom I have 
always indulged, have I juſt now caught with that 
hypocritical raſcal. You dog, you have debauched my 


wife, and pretended to fo much religion too. 


1% Sail, Ay, ay, too much of one thing is always 
good for nothing. +: 

Landl. Get out of my houſe, you ungrateful wo- 

man; and for you, you hypocritical villin=—— _ 

1 Sail. We'il take charge of him. 

Groan. | hope you won't murder me. | 

1/1 Sail. No, no, only we take you to be rather foul 
At your heart, ſo we think a little ſea-water will ſcour you. 
(Ali the Sailors go o with the Methodiſt, except thefir;i+ 

Landl. And now for you, Madam. 

Landiady. Yes, I ſuppoſe I am to be ſent on board a 
ſhip now, and ſold for a ſlave; you want to kidnap me, 
but I demand jultice, for you“ e a wicked man, fo you 
are, to ſay ſuch things of me, and ſpoil my character, 
—yes, that you would you want to zuin my reputa- 
tion, —and what is a woman When her reputations 

| gone? 
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gone? —She's no better than a broken Punch bowl; 
and I will defend. my reputation, and my honour, for 
Jam as innocent as the apple of my eye, fo lam. : 

Landl. Innocent! e 4 

 Landlady. Yes, innocent, and all the world ſhall 
know it. I won't have my good name taken away for 
nothing —no, that I wcn't, you poor ſuſpicious mean- 


3 x 
y 1 ſpirited fellow: but keep your houle yourtelf, do. 
01:9? ce what you will do this hurrying time without me; do, 
LY do, do. I never will come into the houſe again until 
: you have aſk'd me pardon, that I won't. - [Exit, 
| Landl. 1 don't know whether I am awake, or aſleep; 


in the wrong. or the right; or here, of thete, or any 
where, or no where. Mercy upon us. But ſhe has 
taken my ſenſes away. N 5 
1/t. Sail. Why then lie too a little, Landlord, and 
let them come on board you again. What ſignifies! 
ay making a noration about the matter! You tee ſhe 
as got the weather-gage of you, and poured in ſuch 


. 2 


a broadſide, upon you, that you ſeem all a- back. 


J'1! tell you ; Sy 
© [The Bratſwain's Call is heard behind the ſcenes on one 
fide. The Sailor runs of, calling out, Ay, ay, ——— 
The bell rings on the other ſide, at the ſame time; the, 
Lan{lo: d runs off, crying, Coming, coming. A loud 
Hollaoing behind, Guns fir:d at a diſtance. 8 

[ Then the tranſparent Scene diſcovered, which-repre-" 
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5 ſents the Ships and Boats, as at the Review. DIE 
169 Enter SaiLorks. A triple Hornpipe; —and the Piece 
| cancludes with the fo lowing 8 o 

ö 1. My Meſs-mates aloft, and my Maſters below, 


Since pleas'd you accept of our Pantomime ſhow, _ . 
| Our hopes are ſaſe harhour'd, unſhipp'd are our tears, 
And joyons we grateiully give you three cheers. 
2 Your muſical folks may perhaps ſhew their parts 
By this ſong or that ſong, but we ſhew you our hearts: 
Ihe ſong of all ſongs, ht for Engliſbuen's ears, | 
Is, Britons {'rike home, boys, with three jolly cheers. 
„This Stage is our Veſſel, we Actors the Crew, _ 
Who luſf, or go large, or make Trips to pleaſe you; 
If, Sirs, no offence in our latl Frip appears, 1 
As we take our Departij — * pe of—thiee Cbeers. 
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